THE  RELIEF OF THE ALCAZAR AT TOLEDO
the father went round to inspect doors and shutters.
We knew it was only the passage of a Moorish regiment,
and d'Hospital who, having commanded a French
Moorish company, knew their ways, offered to go out and
see what happened. He did so, and soon returned with
one of the Spanish officers of the Moorish unit who
reassured everybody and told them that they had no
more devoted defenders than the Moorish Regulares. I
had a nice clean room in a modern wing of the building,
a room which I often regretted. There was a bath
attached, but as the water was not running it did not serve
me much.
The next morning we started out very early, Axitoine»
our chauffeur, grumbling loudly about his room, which
had apparently not been as clean as ours. We obtained
a pass from Lieutenant-Colonel Peris de Vargas to go to
the headquarters of Colonel Yague's column, which was
supposed to be somewhere near Tornjos on the straight
road between Maqueda and Toledo We drove as fast
as the repeated stragglers and Civil Guard posts would
allow us.
It was indeed necessary to drive fast. The September
sun in the Tagus valley beats down fiercely for many
hours a day, and the road all the way to Maqueda was
strewn with bodies. The Reds had had several lines of
trenches, well defended with barbed wire belts and
machine-gun pits, neatly concealed in the olive groves
regularly every five miles or so. These trenches had been
defended, and then when they had been turned or pierced
all their occupants—foolish, misguided men, ignorant of
the very alphabet of military tactics—had rushed to the
main road hoping to find their motor transport which
would carry them to the rear. The transport was never
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